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enough to convince me that I did not love her enough. I
went to dine at La Lambertini's, where I was to meet her,
all the same. She came looking lovely, and in the presence
of her aunt I arranged to take them all with me to see the
execution of Damiens on the 28th of March. All Paris was
going, and I rushed out, took a fiacre, and hired a splendid
window for three louis. When I came back I fell into a
tete-a-tete with Mile, de la Meure, and weakly promised to
marry her. I bade her, hpwever, place no obstacle in the
way of the threatened visit of the Dunkirk merchant, her
suitor, to Paris.
On the day of the execution * I fetched the three ladies
from their house, and as the fiacre was small, I took Mile,
de la Meure on my knee. The window I had chosen had
two steps: the ladies were on the front one, and I and
Tiretta stood behind looking over their shoulders. We stayed
four hours. Every one knows about Damiens: he was a
f-anatic, who to gain heaven tried to kill the king. He man-
aged to do little more than scratch the king, but he was
tortured as if his crime had been fully consummated. I
must say that I had to turn aside from the sight of the
martyrdom of this victim of the Jesuits, and to stop my
ears to keep out his piercing shrieks of agony—the poor
creature was literally torn in pieces 5 but the sight did not
affect La Lambertini and the fat aunt of Mile, de la Meure
in the least—indeed I was amused to see that Tiretta was
teasing and cajoling and caressing the latter all the time.
This was sheer hardness of heart, and I had to pretend to
believe when they told me that the horror inspired in them
by the monster's attempt had completely killed all sense of
pity. After this long, day we left the ladies at their house,
1 The torture and execution of Damiens took place on the Place
de la Greve, of which one side sloped away to the Seine. He was
broken on the wheel, and torn in pieces by four horses. The process
lasted four hours. The attitude of the two ladies was the convea-
tional one of all Parisians at the period. Their English sisters* in
their avidity for sights like public hangings, did not leave them
far behind. But surely the incident of the 'fat aunt' here recorded
outdoes all in cynicism and callousness.

